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THE BELMO_BT (‘“R"N“‘JLE. [dunuod nbout ever so gaily, How the childs fon his return; that he would not dare ts eall[ehe lhwg; of the orean ater, '.ilh ita I'uou-l

AN LA A A s - | TER'S CYEH grow bright;, an they looked ut onhe
PUBLISHED EVERY THURSDAY MORNING. | *00ther, and thought ef the merry rides down
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Office on North side of Main Street In
the New Masonie ITall, o few doors
Enst of the Conrt Honse, and n
few doors West of the Norton
House.

THRMS OF SUBSURIPTION.
1T pahl within thiree montie, A1
17 panl miter bt tiine, o
Papéru dincontinued only at the option of the editor,
While arrenragos are e,

TERMREOFADVERTINSING,

lllm hitl, and the snow-balling that would
| make the play ground ring again. “Plhe lust
leszons were waid, bouks and slates put nside,
and, in the place of the silonse, reigned gay,
glad voicen.  Kate Ashley slook back lior
pretty ringlets, and lsughed threugh her
Ispurk;iug cyos, ns sho gave Jumie Marvin
Ilhln bit of cusl he had teased so long for, be-
[ couse she know Jamie hnd the pretiiest sled
in the whole school. Ah, a bit of a coquette

Each square, (11 lines or 1esw,) tiree w Do was Lhe se p i .

Ever addlll.u}nlimm':un. ? i .t!l.‘! I the '_ o ;!teﬁ.ll. rump!“‘ Kate, And
Yearly wiver o%e columm, 4000 | there was Sophie Dale, looking as dewure as
Q;Ll:::rlg:l‘llz;rm‘ 24,00 n Kitten walking from a pan of new milk;

Professional cards 8 per annum.
I ALl leasters addiessed to the editor munt be pald
wHnre attention. ! |

and as playful as a kitten, too, was she, in
&pite of her quiet 'looks; and the stately

No papor discontinusd wntil all arresrages are | Llizabeth—Queen Bess they walled her—and

Paid Haless at the option of the editor.d ([

. POETRY.
= ..i".ur the k;‘;l.l;l‘l‘t (-Ihwu-I;el'e. Ly

LINES..........By Recse ELwoon.

I deatly love 1o ramble,
Among the willwood bowers;
To view the varied scon'ry,
And eull the swectest lowers,
To trace the winding stronmlet,
That wurmuring glides nlung;
To climb among the steep rosks,
And hear the wild birds® song.

Yet there ure joys more lasting,

-

[l question if Eogland’s Queen lud 4 haughiti-
er carrisge. But apart from those who were
eagerly looking for fricnds to tuke them home
&lood Alice Moy—sweet Alice. Very beauti-
ful and lovable was sho with, ler winsome,
childish face, blue eyes, und sofs brown cutls.
She was so delicate and fragile, you might al-
most fancy her a snow child or u lost fuiry
babe.

Nearly ll the children had departed, amid
the joyful shouts and jingling of bells, but
yet the sweot little child stood alone, until
rich, boyish voice startled her by suying:

“No one goes your way, Alice. do they?”

“No, 1 guess not, Ben,” she replied, in her

her his little Alice, then; ns ho looked back |, waves. All theaugh the winter duy she grew
lingeringly, she laid a soft brown curl in his f more spiritual in her beauty, and the slendor

———

An Eluquent Bpeech. vast as (hat—with fields wide ond fruitful 'better, likeo n groat Pmncnar.imi:;c them

The first woek io June was “anniveraary enough to g<ow the bread of the world—riv- 1o repeat in concert the magie worda written
week” In Boston, when the various religious era and lakes that could float ite commeree— | in gold upon that "'"':"'1-"“"'! and Union,

hand, saying: | white Lands were often folded on hor broast, denominationser 3 | forewts o1 woods, und mines of cool that can

“I have kopt it for you this long, long lilnej and ehe prayed for those who weéuld koon be | ;u,1 sa;‘,::lrmg,_ !:::;ﬂsrﬂt:;':;’;f;:‘::::&' cod ity fAires—in short, » fand with resources
]l!un: ever since the dny you brought mg. left des_mlstr; for whe knew she was dying. |y, employ Sheir encrgies for the promotion | ©17% to the demands of more than one hon
home through the mow-'—df: vou remem ber] Tt did not startle her; she had felt {long | of 110 principles they loye. On Thursday {dred millions of men, can never be the fit

He did remember, and with one pussionate ago that the fuir green earth would bold her | ateernoon the Usiversalist held their fostivad j2Ce0® for the working of proseriptive, partisl
burst of griefy he preased the little girl 1o pulseless heart, ere it had laftthe eloistar of at the old “eradio of Hberty,” Paneull Ha)). |20 exclorive systems-—pofitica:, social and
his bosom; and the brave-hearted boy sabbed | gitlhood. Life was sweet and beautiful, yet, | About 1,000 pevaons .ﬂu‘ of the magnif. gious. And so her statesmen and her peo.
the farewell Lo could find no worda for. {In ber sinlessness, death had ho agony, save : cent entertsinment, .p - plo, 1 think, feel. -

L |

l'one and ipecparalle!’
(Prolonged spplause.)

———

'HORACE GREELEY IN PRISON

WIHAT NIE THINKS OF IT.
The last steamer from Europe brought g-

2 But, five yelrslare no; always o 1:Iﬁ!ﬁt!u'n!. 'her sorrow for those left fn loneliness, It!  Aner the dianer was finished, sentimen The West is the fast and dearest hope of '0telligence that Horace Grecley had been
C::J.i"‘zlli‘ -uc; to 1‘ o |-|uciu.k 1 wgh;mc: (was only a very little way 1o the lan'd ol rest| wnd speeches were the order of the day. A.|the over-worked and under-fed millions of | imprisoned. Persons familas with the wore
e !" “‘b _”‘f"- had “;'“ ";,8_9 I:"k .“Y": '[' ,I'"d her feet had never grown weary; yet she | moang the orators, Rev. E. H. Chupin,of New ; white sluves, driven by the cruelties of Buro- | kings of our Government for some vesrs past
olen brilliancy from his books; and the longed to logk once more upon the l'lmren| York, was conspleuos. But, we ihink [the | pean dynasties and the unjust legislation, i+ | sunncesd that th 5 1d. i
laughing little Bel Archer—both were laid ,and hiive théf braided in her hair; and 50 beautiful and eloquent speech of the oceasion | stigated by capital and eorporate linterests of PP e S WML
to sleep in the old chorch-yard, where the 'she lingered till the voice of spring was bieard was delivered by the "Rev, N M. Gaylord, the older Btstes 'sf the Republic—ont from '°F FéParation fot the insult from the French
night stars shone on their graves, Others lon the hill-tops, \ | of Boston, We copy it a8'an sdmirable and | the homes of ehilliood. To the West they Government. But Horace Grecley wets just
::lma ol:ll:l:r::eih":nﬁ:':l':-."o ::r;harrwgr:{nr”d' ttl‘:“" mnrl:lin:, :;;hw viewless In;mds rwo]re just tribute to the West, and #s one of uwl'murt go to fiod trae freedom and independ- | as different from othet people while ia a
re liiature me Wo- gathering bae € misly curtains of the finest efforts of the kind we have ever read |ence, pofitical and personal. | French debtor's prison as he d while |
men by their own sweet ﬂ'rrmdu; but Alice| night, end the stars grew dim in the glory of The opening paragraphs are peculiarly ap-| The West has, indeed, boundless physical New York Cit - o, lnutesd W; isi .
May was still & child. Yet she wes taller, early morn, sweet Alice etood on the thresh- | propriate and beautiful, He spoke tothe fol. resvurces, but I assure you, sir, she is con- | ok tiy=4o, instead of raising a
fmd her slight form more gracefully develop- hold of Paradise, snd the golden gates were | lowing sentiment: scious that Naticns and States ire Jweak in-| hullaballoo about the matter he endarses a
ed; but there was the same angel looking opened to the fair, meek girl. There treme | Tho West..-Brosd and furtile in her praicies, may |dcud if they bave none other than {arge ma- bistory of the whole transaction to the Tvi-
Ll"ujb:gdha;']:r u;ne:! ::n!:;‘:t I::.:.:h::“ l:lﬂf:"illl. ;}ed Bnlhu ]:’p; a pr:yer n'm_l hie:r'ing for;ﬂc:":!m;abc broad in princifle sud rion in_seentic terianl possessioss. She knows that the test bune. He writes with the most admirable
e s 'y L0 nasi en Bolt, and her mother, giving radiance to | o " i of a people’s strength is not their ability to \ i i i
her mother in sewing—~their chiel support; the fuir dend face; and they braidded spring| Rev. N. M. Goylord, of Buston, late of "nmasg w!;.::".h, hutﬁnc uses to which lho; put gk .mf i l-h. s cogliog
but ehe was the same shy, sweet Alice ‘that flowers in her brown hair. | Columbus, Ohio, responded.  He said,—I un- their money and means. She knows that by QN for Mis especial wmabemEnt. W
Ben Bolt had earried through the snow, The church tell chimed softly to the few | derstand, sir, thnt it is the Inw of this ocen- | 10 strength of principles, and the generosi- M8¥e some extracts from his very funny letter
Ben Bolt had come back, How _strange years earth had claimed the stainless soul of | 8100 that no e shill decline the bonor con- lty and elevition of sentiment, poscessed by a  Which we give below. Horace, more than
lln:!t I:ve years _al;m;]d Illlaye Pl.lslmdd.n qulgkll{ (Alice May, as they brought the coffia in the | :r:e‘i:r ‘:':j;l]::l;lli. W:t’u Alhdrnl:lgh Iy.w;PeOpfe' they can slone be judged and shown | ever, deserves the name of philosopher, for
ond stranger still that this tall handsome sail- ' little old churck. [low beautiful she looked  they comma im0 spenk. And yeu there | gorihy or worthless, | we ventare the assertion that there lives inot

or, whose voice was g0 full and rich, ehould in her white burial robe—too fair and swegt | 8re few occasions when, and no place where | 5 L0
inki | . il What, then, are the principles of that peo- : N f 2
be Ben Bolt. Kate Ashley was not thinking for death—too holy, had there not been a re.| 8 man of moderate sbilities would more man- | et ka" it yoa p;‘eufe. 43 i’h“ b bpan | ten men in all Uncle Sam’s dominions who

And dearcr far 1o me,
Than rambles o'er the hillside,
Or down the grassy lea,
When daily twil is over,
And ove at longth comes on,
Around the fire so ehoeriul
Has met o happy throng.

Tle wind without may whistle,
In angry blasts, and shrill,
The rain may fall in wrronts,
And deluge vale and hill,

But all within is pleasant
Aroundithe fira so bright,
For every face is cheerful,
And evory hoart is bright.
“
The father tells soma story,
* Of hisown youthiul yeurs;
Or roads omoe fav'rite volume,
To engor, listening enrs.
The youthful fuces round him,
Grow bright as hg proceeds;
For eochone frels an dnt'rest,
In what he 1ells or roadas.

And thua the houry fly swifily,
In ealm etjoyment pas'd,
Un heedful ot the cold ran
Or the rude, chilling blast.
And wlmlulau evoning closes,
A hymn of proise is sung.
To God tha great Crontor,
To whom all praise belongs!

A happy fireside pleture
Though simple it may be,
1s exquisitely touching
And fraught wath poetry,
Lown tits very pleasant
Among the flowers 1o ronm;
Yet still I'd choose in prelrence,
The colm delights of home.
Belmont Co. O, June 16th 1835,

MISCELLANEQUS,
BEN BOLT AND SWEET ALICE.

[The following is an sttempt, by an un-
known waiter, to embody, in a brief stofy,
the sentiment of thet exquisite song of
Tlhomas Dun English, *Ben Bolt. ™ Tt is very
fine for such ap atiempt, as such things gen-
crally fall very short of being worthy of their
inspiration. ‘This does not. ]

T

Y1Oh, don't onsremember sweet Alice, Ben Bolt?
Swoet Alice, whose hair was so brown;
Who blushed with delight when you gave her a
smile,
And trombled with fenr at your frown?
In tha old chureli-yard, 10 the “valley, Hon Bolr,
Ja o corner, secluded and alone,
They have fitted a slob of granite =0 gray,
And Alice hes under the stons.”
" v Esarsy.
L *“Don't you remember?  Are those three
™ Ainngic words—a key wl erewith we may un-
lock the floodgnies of the hieart, and send the
sweel waters « [ the past over the plains and
down the hills of that fair Jaad, known in our
heart-experience a8 by-goie! Fven so.—
There rise beéfore us visions of time when
the bright, deep eyes of the young spring
gozed shyly at us from beneath the ermined
mantle of winter—when the blue violets
stole their first tint from the blue sky above;
when the cowslips of suany May, and the
golden-hoarted buttercups first jewelled the
elender blades of grnee; aud the hawthorn
grew white  with

ite blossoms; when we

roamed the woods the whole of that long,!
warm, lovesble June holiday, wearing gar-|
lunds wnd listening to the concert of birds
in that dark, mistleto-wreathed, oaken forest,
There was one, in yeara goné, that prayed:
“Lord, keep, my memory greens” and the
clinging tendrils of our hearts go ever back|
yearningly to this prayer.

But green and fresh as the poet’s prayer,
hiad the heart of Ben Bolt been kept. From
his eorly boyhood to the liour he sat by his|
old friend, and listened vo the song of bypone
days. "Not“through a glass, darkly,” did he

fine bird-like tones.

“Let me earry yon home."

*0, no, Lam too heavy to be enrried so
far;" and she lnughed low and sweetly,

“Heavy! no, you're just like thistle down
or o snowfluke, Ally; I could carry you to

fatigued;" and he tossed the litde girl in his
arms,

“No, no, let me go; the boys will lough at
you, Ben; and she struggled.

“What do I' care! Tiey may laugh at
Ben Bolt as much as they like;" and the
brave boy drew himself up proudly, and push-
ed the chesinut curls from his brosd fair fore-
head; “bue 1 did not mean 1o [righten you,
Aljge," - he vontinued, ss he saw how the
little girl trembled.

8o, she put on her bonnet and cloak, and
Ben touk her in his arms as if she had been
a bicd, while the tiny little thing nestled
down on his shoulder, as he went stumbling
through the snow, saying gay, pleasant things
that made the shy little gicl laugh; and when
ar length, he opered her mother’s cottage
door, hie stood her on the floor, saying:

“There, Mrs. May, | brought Alice home,
‘est she should get buried in 8 snow bank;
ghe’s such a weeny little thing; " and betore
Mrs. May could thank him, he was opt of
sight.

What a brave, glorious snow storm it waa
though. T'he boys built a great snow house
dipping the chunks of snow in the water, to
hareden them, so they might last longer; and
 they rolled large snow baolls for & pyramid
until it was higher than the school-house.—
They worked bravely; but the brightest fuce
und pleasantest face among them was Den
Bolt's, ®uch rides as they had down the
hill, and, though the lsrger boys and girls
eaid Alice Mary was tos little aud cowardly to

they weut, merrily as any of the rest,

But the winter began to wane, and now|
and then a soft day weuld come, that lessen- !
ed the pyromid and snow house materially. |
*Such a pity,” they said, snd wished winter
would last alwags; but there was one littla
wren-like voice that prayed fur wiolets and
blue birds,

The pyramid tumbled down, the snow
house grew thinner and thinner, ang the boys
jested about its being in a decline, till cne
day It disappesred—faded away, like so many
of their childish hopes.

The glad sprir g came with its larks and
duisies, and, sne delighttul day, the children
went a Maying. Kate Ashley was queen,
and u brilliant queen she was, too. But Ben
| Bolt gathered white violets, and braided them
in the soft curls of Alice, und told her she
was sweeter, dearer than o thousand May
{ queens like Kate. Child as she was, his
lwnrdt mude the sunshine brighter, aud lent
icnr:huntmam to the atmesphere of her ex-
{ istence. N

Then the long June days came, encireling
the green esrth with a coronal of roses, and
making it redolent with perfumeg and, in the
warm noontide hour, the children strolled to
the foot of the hill, snd, clustering together,
told over their'ehildish hopes of the future.
Some were lured by ambition; some * dream-
'ud of quiet counlry reposes; some of gay
| eity life; bul there was one whose eye kindl-
ed, and whosé young face flushed with en-
thusinsm, a8 ho epoke of the sparkling blue
waters and the bravelships that breasted them
80 gallantly.

Ben Bolt was going to sea. Captain
Shirley, & generous, whole-souléd being ns
ever trod the deck, was to take him under his
protection the next five years. 'There were
exclamations of surprise from the children;
old haunts were visltod and revisited; they
sat down in the shade of the old sycamore,
and listened to the musical murtnur of the
brook, and the dreamy hum of old =Applet-

join them, beeause she felt fearrul sometimes | Mra. Muy had gone to visita sick neighbor
_} y€t Ben Dol held her in his wrms, and sway

of the swoet Sabbath rest, as the chime of | surrection beyond. Close behind her stood
the church bell floeted through the village; ' the friends of her girthood, gazing on that
there she stood before her mircor, arranging young face, as if they would foin eall her
Lor shining curls, and fus'ening her dainty | back to life and its swoet love. So they laid |

bonnet, with its white ribbons and drooping sweet Alice to sleep in the old church-yard, | day oratory in; for withuut fuith in modern |

blue bells, thinking, if she could not fascinate | and those who had looked coldly on her, took

Englaud and back again, withou being ut all | Ben with her sparkling eyes, it would be de- to their sorrowing hearts a sweet memory of
 lightful to have his chief attention during the | the early dead.

slny. There was an agony too deep for utterance |
He thought she did look very beautiful, as ! wl en the strang, ardent-hearted man, whose
he snt, before service, looking on the clden | guiding star hed been the love of that sweet

fuces—but there was a fairer one then hers| girl, came back, to find the cottage home de-

| the mighty men of Jold, who on other than

ifest prudence by silence than on a  day |
like thizy It strikes me that Fanewil Mall
is the last pluce cn the American conti nent
for one to air his fancy rhetoric and his holi-

: 7
of States over 'which the Ordinance of '87 | would have takep matters as coolly as he did.

wos extended, and which consecrated their) —ED CHRUSICLE.

%01l to frecdum and the fruita of unshackled! No. 70 Rug o2 Cricny, Parts, June 3,

honest industry foreves, The hesrt of Lhzr' 1855. '
Tttt & : . , |great West is there in the band of States—| Most proverbs sre hyperbolical; nos so that
:i?:::u:lil:]:uu:e,u'::y i;::;f::l:_ :];la "usil;ilr.ou:}i Theve st no very distant cay must be the reat which affirms that “one half the world don’t
. Ly o of American Empire, snd [zom thence must “know how the other half lives.”” This is
the desiinies of ouz Nation be contrelled. | not merely true, but a good deal inside of the
; Now these States are already strong in wuth. We viait scores of people, fenst with
::':L:er:::ulﬁ:?j::-l—l-ln l::;?:‘ ‘:’t:o‘::::: ":2:; | these principles of freedom, and truth, and them,dance with them, buy and sell with
than hall Battist—es cpeci es that the spirit of |JUstice, which are tho element of the best them; yet of how very few we really know
P Y n PO | Enown politic:! and eocial States. They are' how they live? Just think of us travelers,

festival doys came here and made epeeches

| he fancied, as he saw the sweet face of Alice| solate, and Alice sieeping beneath a gray | truth and justice inspired and bore abroad on | (ree States;they haveschools,colleges,church. for instance, whoee displays of our ignorance

May, with the half-closed eyes, and long,| stone in the church yard.
golden~edged « lushes, shadowing the pale!
| eheok.  He carried in his bosom a curl llke: yoars passcd away, he came to think of her
| the one nestling so sofily by hes temple, and | a3 garlanded in the golden (ruitage of the
[it was a talisman, keeping him from the en-| Bdenland,

chantwent of other eyes.
i When the servies was closed, Ben was|of, as they sat in the summer twilight, years

thronged about by old familiar faces—they| afterward, and talked of the faces that had I fear, will hear with impatience the crudic

But God end Time are merciful; and, as! 8 stranger terror and fire the fainting =ouls

This was the memory that his friend sang ' the fesh, these winjestic  phantoms may be

the winds to [ree 2 of ty /i - e, 2l : .
nds t eze the hearte of tyrants unh_“. scientifie and literary associations, Ohio | are only more conspicuous and empatic than

has a schoo! law os [iberal as that of Masea- those of other people——what do we know ss
chusetts. Men and women, who never were | to the real manner of life of the nations we
forty mile= sway from DBoston, samelimca! write about! To realize how much ignorance
apenk of the Western prople as outside bar. | may be crowded into a I12mo., open almost
barians. Why, sir, they are a civilized peo-'nany volume of recent travels. Think of a
ple; highly clvilized, and s an evidence of Frenchman or German whisked through the
their advancement in the higher arts of civil- United States, steaming up & few rivers and

of freemen with new and prophetic hopes.
Now, sir, it is an tncomtortable thought
that, in addition to this eritical audience in

flitting about this theirfavored huunt. "Lhey

{had g0 much to say, so many things to speak | glimmered and faded in their early psthway. | s and common-placee of an ordinary alter ized life, it is enough to remind you that they | over a half dozen railroads, taking breakfast

( ofy 50 much to express at his safe return,that| Now, of all thé glad hearts childhood had
{ it well nigh bewildered him. It was very| clustered togethar, only they two were lef.
| pleasant to be 0 wermly welcomed by old| Sume aloptin the jungle depthe; others in
friends, delightiul to chut of by-gones nnd it | the {orest shade, and bencath the waving
was indeed a Subbuth of joy for Ben Boit. | prairie grass  Some there were who slept
' Sweet Alice! Ah, how long snd weary peacelully in the green old church-yard. and
i the tine hod been to her. Sometimes her | among thesa, th irnatynpd hesteaniiawoot
hean died within her, as she thought of thel Alice.,” A, he could flever have forgotten
brond ocean; but when she looked so shyly | that.

nt Ben that morning, and saw ho'v handsome! He had heard from the lips of that deso-
he had grown, a heart sickness came over|late mother, ere she went to sleep beside her

| her, and the sunshine fell but dimly at herdarling, how patient and holy Alice had

1I'eel. She knew she had hidden away, in the | grown: how she had pazsed calmly away in
depths of her pure henrt, a wild earthly love, | her saint-like beauty; leaving messages that
a fond yearning heart could” only dictate.—
Down in his heart, deeper than sny other

{ und she strove to put it from her;’ for, would
|ha think of her now! So it wes no wonder
| ghe shoulll slip her slender hond in her moth-| earthly thing, he had lain them, cherishing
er's and steal quietly from the joyous throng. | their beauty and greenness. Many a time

It was Sabbath eve—ona of those bualmy,|had ihe spirit form of sweet Alice risen be-
{moonlight ¢venings of the young suwnmer;| fore his eyes in all the beauty of that far off
{ond he saw but so dimly, und he knew when

and Alice sat by the window with the bible| the thing we call life had merged into immor-

| epen, and her slender white fingers pointing | tality, he should met her again,

Years alterward they laid Ben Dolt to
sleep by the side of sweet Alice.
Newaxk, N. J.,, 18532,

to the words, fulling go musically from her
lips:

“And there shall be no night there; end
they need no candle, neither light of the sun;
for the Lord Ged giveth them light, and they
shall reign for ever and ever.”

She looked tremblingly up in the moon
light, for close behind her knelt the manly
form of Den Dolt, There wos told a sweet | creosote on brown paper, put in the holes of
story of love and hope, not the less sweet for | rnts, will drive them away. Nux vomica
being the language of every humig, heart,nnd | and ot meul is a sure poison,

 DOMESTIC ECONOMY.

To Priwe Away Rats.—A few drops of

Cuvnxig.—In churning butter, if small
granules of butter sppear, which do not “gath-
er,”" throw in u lump of tutter, and it will/
form a pucleus, and the butter will “come.”

she sald, very low and sweetly:
“lfI live, Ben, when five yeors more lhave
paszed, nnd you return a sccond time—"
She did not finish it—it was never finighed |
So they plighted their troth that calm, holy |  goivexr ror Otp Prrry,—When it is
Sabbath evening, and the buoyant heart of necessary Lo remove glass from the old sosh,
Ben, in its gushing sanniness, pictured radiant : toke o common pencil brush, dip it in nitric!
h“l’“r!"“_' the future. He was so young andlop ouraric acid, and draw it over the putty
:;““ 9 ""l"l;:y"‘e:"ryl pulse of hi’ﬁt;““ WUS [ two or three times, This will speedily destroy
eating gladly, and the coming Rve years yu. oohosion of the putty, and enable you to
“’"’;'r"'”r"h":';"']ii‘““ ;; hill’éll:;lﬂ ial:lhlr:e E:’i"' | remove the glass without !:da :;:isl]nnco of
“11" we both live, Ben, God w N ¢hisels or any o.her sha ed toal,
his holy keeping,” she said in answe- to his Ko y . tn . [
parting worda; but, as he pressed her con-| Extract or Peacii Brossow.—Take of

~ . would luy aud forget towatch his fishing-line,

! stars why manhood lingered go long, und!the most fascinating,popular crators of mo
the tiny hands of Alice were folded in Lis as| |

| dinner speech, and especially so as they must
' still be under the spell of enchunt:nent cast
jupon them and us, by him of New-York, who
{ has just made the Old Cradle to rock as [in
| dnys of ‘yore—filling the wvenerable shriue
with eloquenca almost if not altogetlier equ
ai to their nwa. (Groat applaves) — — —
But you aek me 12 respond to a sentiment
in honor of the West, The duty is a grate-
 ful one; for the best memories of wy life are
| associated with that great Western land.—
What the valley of the Saco, the green banks
Iol‘ the Kennebee, the granite hill country,
and the wooded slopes of Vermont, euntain
for meny of this company, the Western ccun-
try holds for me—the one most sacred of all
eaith’s ncres—the place of birth, Theresfe
| the scenes of cliildhoods joys and griels.—
There is the_homestead and the household
i gods of youih; the ruins of the log school
| houge that stood on the villuge green,shadow-
i ed by a single gnarled, many ringed onk; and
i there are th ose other trees, (and who doea

furnish such lecturers as Chspin and I\'ing' in New-York, dinner (in lwenty. minutes) at
some of their most appreciative and diserim- | Utica, tea at Buffulo, and on the ;strength of
inating sudiences, ]thru months of such ;u:mg nndl (11 mlndy.
. is particular frien
There it my native Ohio. I am proud of Weeks spent among P
her. She ityu Queen smong the Empires (mainly foreigners of course) in two or thres

araund hor. i
power, and influence. But she hos not only ! Europe what sort of people we are and how

. xhibits not"cniy we live! Fairly considered, the mere auda-
:ﬁ;’"fﬂ'ﬂ'n:‘:;, t:-“,:y mlgl::: glnnt—shé ,-,'” city of l‘he attempt challenges amazement if
though but a half of century from her birth, | Pot admiration. . ! )
a'ready richin the grace of cultivated irtellect| T had been looking at things if not dnio
What could [ not say to the praise of Wes- them for good many years prior to y esterday.
tern genius, had T the time. I had climbed mountains and descended into
Why, sir, who was it that won from an mines, had groped in caves -.nd scaled TE“"
English Review—high suthoiity in criticaj | pices, seen Veniceand Cincinnati, Dublin &
circles, and chary of its praise —the splen- Minera] Point, Niagara and ?:. ('f'uthard, and
did compliments, that she was the most really supposed I was approxizating & mid-
original among all poets of Americal? Who dling outside kaowledge of tll_mgl in gen?nl.
but Alice Carey—an Ohio girl'—(Applause.) I had been chosen defendant in several I:t!el-
Aud there is Hiram Powers, whosg cnnning  suits, and been flattered with the information
band boldly tovk up the gnge thrown to the that my censures were deemed of more con-
moderns by the old sculptors, and his beauli-ts;quﬂiﬁ lh;iuf those El‘ o!lhnr Ipe;p‘ie.bu::
i ! 8)y Wi -chings heng- | ful ‘Slave,’ the ‘Eve,' snd the ‘Fisher Boy," shou paid for aecordingly. ad be
-‘. ;1:; ;ior:emlie:iut;cp::“c:dei:f:ll;: hf:uk. (ﬁi't have challenged comparison with the Gyeek | through twenty of our states, yedl. never ilni.r
| seemed then avery .'Lmnannnudajlianiuippa)’lnd Italian masterpieces. (Applause) He jail outside of New York, and over ha

I am

: i is Tt S i . Here I

{ / 1g the ' roots, the boy |too, iz of Ohio growth, And there is Thomus Europe yet never ]ughd into ove,
ot by o L 8 e Ewing, a man %r pun‘dcrouo. yet ncute legal had been secing Paris for the ll:'::.u weeh;.

i i i - igitl is sight, then that, till there sceme:
-=being intent upon vislons of glory that | intelligence, acknowledged by the Supreme visiting this sight, !
i‘s\-ent by with thepsnilin summer Elou{!s or | Court of the'LTnited States, the only man fit little remaining worth looking at or alter—
! o ¥ whkiapat ¢ y Webster intbeir pres- yet [ hed never once thought of looking into
sending up through the whispering boughs, te weare the robes of We p ¥ g ey b e it
'when the gloaming hed come, vague longings | ence. (Appluuse.) ' a debtor’s prison, sho probably

- iratl in vai i 5t Roal isi i - one away next week, as iguorant in thatre.
| and nspirations-asking in vain of the twilight [ And yet ngain, There is in Ohio ondl‘{o':' gard ol camy.. whon clrcutastences fivored

and me most unexpeciedly with an inside view of

. i . i i — e T i | ilent £ .
what it woald bring when it came, and when | (imes—new, alas! ingloriously silent, lthis famous “Mansion de Detention” or

the supreme joy of lite would be gained. sublimely indifferent to the calls of fame. A v :

All,jplllereji{l the West is the village man as Ywi“)’ as Sheridan, #s imaginative Prison for lD:blo.rs. :uhe::m;a?rcl (‘L';;:h;;u.{
church, where from the lips of the sainted!gs Burke, and if need be as logical as Brongh- ilut_lk \lrhnl.1 nv: ?E:emnin' su{i-l su' ot
Rogers —the quaint. contemplative, genial ham; as suceinet and cleer inthe statement be 1“‘“"?};‘1 "'ﬂ“':'h “;t il' lg.d: not-::d :
hearted scholur, and the nccomphshed dialec- | of arinciples, and frequently as classic in othe:rs will tell the ?‘:zw Tl w8
tican,—and from Pingree a man without guile | diction as  Wendell Phillips, while often don’t know any ﬁﬂ: 1 mml:l::l Ali
—a soul all alive with love' of truth and of | yivaling in impassioned declamation the enable him ln_te i ¥y .
his kind—ia private life as geptle and sweet (4prodigal splendor” of Choate, & man who, So here goes: . e y
tempered ns Fenelon, in the pulpit and ln‘hn, wasted inthe county courtend inthe But first !el_me_expla.m an ms_l:t o:; tha
debate as impetuous and impussioned andtrial of petty cmses eloquence enough, if important dtsllncu?n hetwe.eninll e and out-
terrible ns Kuox—{rom these evangelists I|exhibited on a large field and in great causes, side views of & prison, People fency th:y
did first hear proof of that fuith which ‘alone 1o have given him a reputation equal to Er- have been in a prizon when lhe]: hh‘n:: iy
leads to the supreme gocd. They gave mﬂilkine’uur Williams Wirt's. [ refer, sir, Thom- coursesy been inside of the gates; bu: that is

i ] [ ly an outside view—at the best the
oan answer 1o the most vexed and vexing as Cuorwin. (Applause.) properly an ; |
e Allow me one word of the West,as a great| view accorded to an cutsider, It gives you

<Eibive. m‘.d the geost - seaports, undertaking to tell

vulsively to his beating heart, he replied: { puse balsamn of peru, one sud'a hall' pounds, questions touching the present and the future |

u(y ill be i like quality of the eésence of bitter, =—gave me a key o unlock all the enigmas ' power in the nation.
d i b mle_rcli:'ll et “'::::-:nda t]uotiﬁ:d »'piriu of wine, throe L or [Ie=—put & golaon 1hrend fuw g lmml--?unn oC e sPat of empire,  Mat t‘hr{‘t‘, Lre-[to T spcnnlfrrafm:d A
early, Alizo. darling: | ' ! | spect {ully eubmit’ will be found sumething bet- tween this outside an

did not always hear the prayer falling (rumlnpirlls of jessamine, one-fourth of x pint.' tricate labyrioths into the radiance of an

the hopeful lips. Sweet Alice. Adown the' Macerate.. This mixtoro is very odorous.| eternsl day. They taught me a religion the seat of that conservative power

i which harmonizes reason snd faith, snd an- othe permanence of the Republic,

J | den of the place at all—no access
I sa’d that there would no proper ide “Ppmmm“ iibosn.

the preper inside view

She knew it, but she knew, also, that God | pints; spirits of orange flowers, one pint; which leads from the datkest and most in. apogt sl b s fndmarctiing M| vesn (e ol ses e BoEe o e
' nacessary | who don't know how the world !t_:okl from the
The men | wrong side of the gratings is pitiable. Yat

review those seenes of the past, but it was | on's mill;” exchunged keepsakes, and pro-
the going back of the boy-heart to others of | mised always to remembder the merry, brave

childhood. ' hearted boy whose home would be the wild
Thei = was the little old red school-house | e acoun,

with ita dusty windows, srtd desks that bad| Ajjee May seldom joined them. She was
been nicked ‘many 8 time, trylng pen-knives; |55 delinate and timid, and the thought of
its tall, stefu-ldoking teacher, whose heavy poys departure fi'led her eyes with temrs, so
veice caused the younger ones 1o tremble;|gye would steal nway alone, fearful of the
its rows of b:’; and girls with their heads|yjdicate of Ler hardier companions.

bent attentively downward to their books and| gyt one night, Ben came to Mrs. May's
slates. The wild winter wind sung and whistl- cottage to bid them good-bye. Alice stood
ed witkout, and some few childish henrts tried by the window, watching the stars—wonder-
to find words for its mournful motes; they! ing what made them o dim—never thinking
were too young and happy to know that it!of the tears that dimmed her eyes—as Ben
enrried Gesolation and heart-ache in its wail,| y01d over his hopes so joyfully. She could
yet did they learn it in after days. not part with him there, so she walked

Then there came u few light; round snow- through the little door-yard, and stood beside

future she luoked tremblingly, and, as shie!| —Germantown T,
saw the frogile form and spiritual face, with Giloss ox Linex-—To restore the gloss |
white lilies braided in the soft brown h"'ir‘lcummm;ly observed Bn  newly ‘purchased,
her oyes grev dim. with teaes,; for she knew }I collurs and shirt bosoms, add a &poonful of
s :“ 1lhwm; S bndnluor ' M"'l’d foe - close ! gum-arabic water to a ‘pint of starch, as usu-|
Leside the altar wes the grave-yard, lly made for this purpose; Two eunces of|
They were not wanting who wondered nt ::’L’" gum-arnble m:y Pha diselved io & pioti
Ben Bolt's choice, and thought it strange he | . water, and after sthuding over night, sy ]
Fireac and woulthiost. Bom. thare ware | 1% 190Ke4 0iand Koph.ia ¥butte toudy (oc
who Leld their heads loftily when they pu.l-in“'.
ed her, but her heart was on the blue waters,| W m‘rawaumnu.—-.ﬁi}iﬁh is the season ol
und she heeded it not. | biouse elenning md_ whitewashing; we will
How she watched the deysin their passing. | give our readersa hml‘l.hn may bc vnlul.bln
She noted  bow the summer waned—low to them. It isin nlauonl? making white-
the field of waving grain grew yellow in the wash, This article, as ordinerily made, ruos
sunlight—slie heard the glad voices of the off the walls after it becomes dry, soiling
reapers; and when the leaves were falling, clothes and everything coming in contract
the children went out guthering in the woods; | with it. This may be obviated by slackening
then the noiseless snow fell, and lay on the the limein boiling water, etirring in mean.
hill side as in olden days, until Lhe goninl:whilo, and then lrplying--ll_l'ter'dlswlnn_g
spring-tide sun melted it away, and the violéts in water white vitriol(sulphaté of zine)in the
and harebella dotted the fields. So passed a! proportion of four poundsto the barrel of
year. whitewash, making it the consisiency of rich
She was growing fuirer and more beauti- milk. “The sulphate aof zine lell cause the
ful—too briliiant for anything esrthly, Once | wash to harden, and prevent the |lm'! from
she knelt at the altag in the little ehpreh and i rubbing off. A poupd of white salt ;should
listened to the words uniting Lher with the | also be thrown into it.—Allen Fdrmer,
Savior's redeemed on earth; but it was jonly . s ~ e
an outward form, for her heart had long baan! (7 Barnuin's Baby Show closed on Sat.

—— A

balls, 5o tiny that 1t must have been the sport| 1o gate, looking like s golden-crowned

sugel in the yellow mowunlight; aud when he
changing, by and by, to feuthery tlukes 1hat told her over again how large she woyld be
i -

of the snow spirits, in their eldrieh revels|

in the keeping ol angols. Again she watehed 'urday !ast. The aggrogate receipls of the
the waning of the summer.days, snd, when five days Tt was open-amounted, it is said, to

swers all cuvil aguinst Godand his rule, by ' who are to save the:Union —if thal should gul_-r1
proving that all evil is partisl, snd that all peafly bs in danger—will be,not the brokers
partinl evil is universal good.
I bave heard 1o-day o son of New England Siate street, but the men of the Weat—:tlm
speak with pride of the land of his fathers. mighry thousandsof voters who must kold the
His complelsancy is natural snd’ commend-  palance -of power itssell, st the polls. The
sble. We allow the Esquimnux and the | fumers mechsnics, traders—the greater wul-
Bushman to boast of their mstive soil, and !jiule of workers who show that labor is
we thapnk kind natu-e that she hus made her'eyrsed without liberty, and that !ﬂmrly is
surroundings s dear und pleasant to them, jnsecure with out union—these will be the
as his Alps and his valleys to the Switzer,.— Unjon savers, (Appl';uu.) ]
May not & man, then, be proud of his birth-|  As that great map said, on lhg oceasion of
Jand, when it 15 such a land as thisNew Eng-' that picturo above your head, is, designed to
land, or that good country, there far off be- sommrmorate, [ Webster's reply to Hayne]~—
yond the Alleghnnies? '“There is Boston snd Concord, and Lexing-
I wish, sir, I could spesk in fitting, pruise, on and Bunker Hill—snd there they will re-
or indicate even & thousandth Tpart of 113 main forever,' so sny 1 of that great North-
glories and its blesaings. Your toast ex- west—there it is, and there it will remaip
presses the wish thay he @ may ever bo.acor forever,—and when faction is rile—when the
respondence in the physica! capacities and memory of Lexington, and Bunker Hill, and
resouices of the West, and io the principles Yorktown, shall fuil to still the mad passions
and se1 Uiments of ber people. Devoutly do of the blind North and the blinder South, &
I sy, Amen! and I point you to her listory armed bands from the sections shall prépare
for prool that sueh have beeu and are her to march—then from the cenfer of tire land
tendencigs. That is indeea too broad a land ghall cowe a power to bind thiem both, or
for the success jof narrow and restrictive wend ‘hem back with unstained dands totheir
policies. Those who shupe her desting when homey. Tt Is the Genius of the Great Wost
they attempt to put pon her {he bonds that who, when they shall have become really bel.
way not be out of place and character in )igerent will take both Garrison and Gen.
small aud confined communities, nrust fee/ re- Quattlebum by the throat, and holding them
buked for their narrowness of spirit by the' apart with giant arms, fet ‘them glare with

lofwalistreel, nor the merchant princes of |

how many reflect on the disdsin with which
the livn mustregard the bumkin who perverts
his goadstick to the ignoble use of stirring
snid llon up? or how many suspect that the

!grin wherewith the baboon contemplates the

buman spe who with umbrella at arm's
length is poking Joeko for his doxy’s delecta-
tien, |8 one of contempt rather than compla-
cency! Rely on it, the world seen here from
behind the gratings is very different in aspect
from that same world otherwise inspected.—

is how:

I had been down nt the Palace of Industry
and retorned to my lodgings when ja listle be-
Tore 4 o%clock yesterday afternoon, four stran-

called for mo. BY the help of my courier
soon lesrned that they had s, writ of arrest
for me at the suit of one Mons, Lechesne,
sculptor, affirming that he sent a statue Lo the
N. ‘f’ Orystal Palack Exhibition, st or on
the way to which it had been broken, so that
it could mot be (at all events it had not btn)
restored to him—whersfore he asked of me,
as a Dircctor ‘and representative of the
Crystal Palage Association, to pay kim “douze
milla francs,” or 82,500. Not 'happening to
have the change, and no ides of paying thiws
demand if T had it, 1 eoulld only ﬂgn:fylm
facts; whereupon th d mo that |
imler arrest. rzd mu.kl‘;n along, which

ntjestic accocs araund thew.

the soft winld swept over the silveryrye fields 'lsl'-',,'.i'.!l.. FERERT 5

A coummEo mpctent rage upon oach other, ¢r, what i-r'rnr.hly did.  We drove circuitously to s

Others moy thiok 80 —1I know it. And this

ero
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